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and he saw no clauses about crofts in the deeds.
That was when he first became master; never-
theless, up to now he has " recognized " all of
his crofters as such.

But what is going to happen to old Toivola
with all those arrears of work?

The day is a windless Sunday, the time three
o'clock in the afternoon. Juha Toivola sits on
the threshold of his house in his shirt-sleeves,
bare-headed and unshod. Outwardly he feels
warm and comfortable, and matters are nearly
as well with him inwardly. He can't always be
dwelling on how he is going to get a horse, and
he cannot yet prevail on himself to admit that
it is practically certain he will never again have
a horse of his own. Life is at a standstill, as
before a change of wind. A meekly-mild old
man's state of mind not far removed from tears.

Through the open door Ville can be heard
moaning at intervals. Riina asks him whether
he wants a drink. Something to moisten his
lips, that is all that can be done for him. It is
long since he last ate any food. The medicines
gave out some time ago. They were useless, but
now that the end is drawing near it would be a
relief to have something to give the child. Sad
that there is no medicine in the house. One
can only moisten the boy's lips, a service he
accepts humbly each time.

The longer Juha sits there, the more frequent